RUTHIN CASTLE,
NORTH WALES
April z^th) 1942
dear savage,
You were good enough to be my literary agent for Failure of
a Mission, and I would like you to be my literary executor after my
death; the fact being that the doctors here say that my case is such
that there is nothing which can be done. They give me about six
months to live, possibly less; at most a month or so more.
It is not pleasant being under sentence of death, and I want to do
something which will not only distract- my mind and keep it from
thinking too much, but also somethingwhich may possibly benefit, even
though it be to a small extent, my surviving relatives and dependants.
As you know, I always promised that I would write something for
you to publish on the lighter side of diplomatic life. I had meant to
do this when the war was over and when I had recovered all my effects
from Berlin, including my diaries and papers and photographs and a
heap of other things which would be indispensable for me in the writ-
ing of such a book. I had hoped to complete something really worth
while, which it should have been, as I was fortunate in my thirty-four
years5 service abroad to have been appointed to all the most important
posts at the most interesting moments. The proof of that is in the
bare facts. I had nine different posts (three of them twice), and eight
of them were Embassies, i.e. major posts, or ranked as such, and only
one was a Legation, or minor post. I had fourteen chiefs, amongst
whom were Sir Claude MacDonald, Sir George Buchanan, and Sir
Ronald Lindsay. This merely stresses the importance of the posts to
which I was lucky enough to be appointed. I had photographs of
these fourteen distinguished chiefs hung on the wall of my office in
Berlin. I used to hope that they might inspire me with good counsel,
and I often used to wonder what they thought of their erstwhile Secre-
tary or Counsellor. I should have liked, of course, to have included
a reproduction .of these photographs in any book which I wrote about
my service under them.
But these photographs are lying at Berne in four vans containing
all my effects from the Berlin Embassy, and there is no chance of re-
covering them now till the war is over. And I cannot, or rather am
not in a position to, wait till then.
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